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Your name is henry wilkens. you open yourrhuemy 
eyes. overhead, the diamond lights of the heavens 
are beginning to wink on. you've fallen asleep on 
the job again. and now you've got to hurry to make 
up the hour you've lost. the nights are cold this 
time of year and your blooo runs thin in your 
veins. but even so, your tired heart beats a little 

faster and you get that warmish feeling when you 
turn at the distant roar to look up at the rocket. 

DREAMS DIE HARD, DON'T THEY, HENRY? AND YOU'VE 

HAD SO MANY DREAMS... 




HOW BEAUTIFUL THE GLEAMING SHIP HURTLING 
UPWARD IS? SLIM AND SLEEK, LIKE A YOUNG GIRL 
RUSHING TO MEET HER FAR-AWAY LOVER. AND THE 
SHIP'S FAR-AWAY LOVER IS A STAR...AND SPACE IS 
THEIR ROMANTIC RENDEZVOUS... 




The ship disappears in a fading red line 
among the winking diamono lights where a 
whole universe whispers and beckons. but it 
doesn't beckon to you anymore, does it.i 

it stopped.. .a long time ago/ you sigh and 
enter the diner and dump the spuds into a bin. 
then you move to a zinc-lined sink stacked 
with grease-stained dishes... 
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YOU SHRUG AND TURN ON THE HOT WATER. IT POURS 
INTO THE DISH-PILED SINK, STEAMING UP. YOU'RE 
SIXTY" THREE HO*, HENRY WILKENS? SIXTY-THREE-. 
AND YOU'VE NEVER GOTTEN ANYWHERE f THE UNI- 
VERSE BECKONED AND YOU NEVER ANSWERED.' WHY? 
WHY? THE MEMORIES CAME CROWDING IN ON YOU. 
THE IMAGES DANCE AND SHIMMER IN THE STEAM. THE 
FACE... YOU ...AS A BOY ...LISTENING TO THE BECKONING 
STARS... 

[VENUS/? POO? WHEN I GROW 
S UP, I'M GONNA VOLUNTEER TO J 



YOU SEE THE OTHER BOYS NOW, HENRY... YOUR CHILD- 
HOOD FRIENDS...DREAMING ABOUT FAR-AWAY WORLDS 
IN SPACE... . 



ALPHA CEN...CEN...I BET 
YOU DON'T EVEN KNOW 
WHAT THAT PLACE /S, 



1DO TO/ IT'S A 
STAR/ THE NEAREST 
STAR/ I READ ABOUT 






GO TO ALPHA CENTAUR/.' 

\ THAT'S REAL FAR? 



Yes, you read when you were a boy, henry... read 
all about the stuff that dreams were made of. 
for that's when you first started to oream, 
wasn't it, henry... when you were a boy...? 

aw, why would they 



[IT SAID IN THE PAPERS 
\ THAT NOW THAT WE HAVE 

\SPACE TRAVEL, WELL 

{COLONIZE ALL THE 

PLANETS AND THEN 
GO ON TO ALPHA y 
CENTURI... V 
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Remember what you said, henry? remember the 
determination in your voice. look at theface 
in the steam, henry... your face ...as a boy.' listen 

TO THE WORDS... _y^w-^__q£)i 



TAKE YOU? COLONISTS 

GOTTA BE SPECIAL / 

MY FATHER SAYS THEY 

GOTTA BE ABLE TO DO 
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What HAPPENED, henry? what hap- 
pened TO THE DREAM? THE OTHERS 
WENT ON TO THEIR DREAMS f PHIL 
WAS CAPTAIN OF A SPACE FREIGHTER? 
DAVE HAD BEEN LOST ON THE THIRD 
EXPEDITION TO PLUTO. WHAT HAPPENED 
TO YOUR DREAM, HENRY?... 



Was it ELL IE, henry? did SHE 

SIDETRACK YOUR DREAM?... 

ALL RIGHT,' 



\ BUT SOMEDAY, ELUE^h OF 
SOMEDAY I'VE SOT r~COURSE? 
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''henry, please/ don't .:: 
talk about those things? 
when you talk like that... 

about space... it gives me 
goose bumps. you... you 

DON'T LOVE HZ, THAT'S 



BUT I 

DO. 

ELLIE? 
I DO/ 



ELLIE.IF " 

THAT'S WHAT 
YOU WANT/ 



NO, YOU DON'T? IF 
YOU LOVED ME, 
YOU'D WANT TO 
MARRY ME ? YOU'D 
FIND A JOB...RIQHT\ I SUPPOSE 
HERE/ X WON'T Jl COULD 
WAIT FOREVER/ '/ GOTO 
I WON'T/ y-J school NIGHTS 

AND WORK DAYS/ 



\ 



TO GO? IT'S LIKE A 
FIRE BURNING 
INSIDE ME. ..AS 
IF SOMETHING 
UP THERE KEEPS 
TUGGING AT ME * 
YOU UNDERSTAND 



I. ..I 
UNDERSTAND? 
BUT FIRST... 

YOU WILL 

GET THAT 



S? THE TROUBLE? 
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So YOU'D GOTTEN THAT JOB ...AND THE DREAM 
HAD WAITED... 




You'd done your best, but after a while, the steam 
seemed to have sapped something out of you. you'd 

q uit school. that was ellie's do ing.„ 

STARS.' PLANETS' WHAT DO I CARE 
ABOUT THE STARS? I'M SICK OF 
LISTENING TO YOU WHINE f 




OTHER MEN BUY THEIR 

WIVES NICE THINGS.'BUT 
NOT rOOf OH, NO.' ALL 
TOO CM DO IS HOPE... 
YOU ...YOU DISHWASHER.' 
IF YOU WERE HALF k MAN, 
YOU'D FIND A WAY TO GET 
US 0#/" OF THIS RAT- 
TRAP.' 



ELLIE? 'ELLIE? DON'T 

ELL/E ME.' YOU' RE 

A UELLYFISH.'tHERE 
MUST BE SOMETHING 

YOU CAN DO BESIDE 

WASH DISHES.' AT 

LEAST YOU CAN TRY... 
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THE LONG YEARS HAO MADE DUST Of YOUR DREAMS. 

you'd been in a HUNDRED TOWNS ano yet you'o 

NEVER BEEN ANY WHERE, REALLTf YOU'D EVEN STOP- 
PED TRYING, IN THE END, AFTER. . . 



ALL RIGHT, 
ELLIEfWE'LL 

.. WE'LL 

'EAD WEST. 

MAYBE THINGS 

WILL BREAK 

BETTER 

THERE f 



"ALL RIGHT, ELLIEf THE WORDS 
HAD BECOME AUTDAtATICEVEHTU- 

ally... A CONDITIONED REFLEX, 

YOU'D SAID THEM IN A DOZEN 
CITIES AFTER THAT. BUT THINGS 
HADN'T EVER BROKEN BETTER... 
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THEAD SAID'MEN IN 

PERFECT PHYSICAL 
CONDITION* THING S 
ARE STILL A B^ RUGGED 
ON PLUTO, DAD? THESE 
JOBS ARE FOR YOUNG 
MEN? 






I KNOW.' B U T I 'M NOT 
SO OLD.' I'LL work HARD. 
HARDER THAN ANYONE f 
PLEASE.' THIS IS MY 
LAST CHANCE .' YOU 
DON'T UNDERSTAND.' 
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...DO UNDERSTAND, OLD TIMER. I'VE 
SEEN SPACE FEVER BEFORE.' 'BUT TAKE 
A LOOK BEHIND YOU. IF YOU WERE ME, 
WHO WOULD YOU SIGN ON? 
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\UEMBE*> HENRY? REMEMBER HIS PI TYING EYES* REMEMBER 

w* HOPE DIED w you that day? nothing *a$ Z£/T/ nothing 

XCEPT *h OLD M4NS 0f?EJ#> . < 
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HEY/ Her, HENRYf C'MON.POPf SNAP 
OUT OF IT f stop starin' out of the 

WINDOW AN' GET THEM DISHES DONE.' 
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It's the boss, henry. . the boss of 

THIS DINER. . .this HUNDRETH 
diner.. . jM4 this THOUSANDTH 

diner ? you ve *d$r COVNZHMEH'T 

YOU,HENRY? IT'S ALMOST LIKE COUNT- 
ING THE STARS, NOW.. . 




You'd clung to your dream, 
hadn't you, henry... your old 
man's dream ? and you'd come 

thinking it would be different... 

thinking that here would be an 

OPPORTUNITY TO FIND YOUR 

DREAM f BUT IT WAS JUST LIKE IN ALL 
THE OTHER PLACES, WASN'T IT? JUST 

ANOTHER HAMBURSER JOINT . . 



The stars, henry...the stars 
beckon. you wipe your hands- 
pale and wrinkleo from 
groping in oceans of soapy 
water. you glance at the 
thermometer outside... 




OU SHRUG INTO YOUR SLEAZY OVERCOAT, WRAP A HEAVY 
SCARF AROUND YOUR SCRAWNY THROAT, KILL THE LIGHTS, 
AND STEP OUT INTO THE BITING WIND THAT SWEEPS ACROSS 
THE BLEAK EMPTY DESERT AND HOWLS DOWN THE WIOE 
HIGHWAY THAT STRETCHES AWAY TOWARD THE FAR-AWAY 
PURPLE MOUNTAINS.. . 




The wind pokes icy fingers into your tired 
old eyes, and the tears come... slowly. at 
first... from the cold... but faster, then... as 
you hear tne distant thunder... 




The distant thunder, riding on 
the wind, crying to all the uni- 
verse, warning the stars that 
another gleaming needle will 
soon be sewing its red-tailed 
course among them. and then 
you see it. . . leaping up. . .leav- 
ing the rocket-port on the . 
desert horizon.. 



...And the sadness inside you 
is too big to holo. it grips you 
as the thunder swells. the 
tears that flow areawfrom 

the ICY WIND NOW/ 




THE THUNDER FADES. THE SHIP IS 
LOST IN THE NIGHT. .LIKE A DREAM 
...LIKE A THOUSAND DREAMS. THE 
SILENCE CLOSES IN. THE AWAKEN-f 

ING. ELLIE WILL B£ WAITING.' 



NO.HENRY, YOU'LL NEVER FINO YOUR OREAM. IT'S 
ALMOST ENDED NOW. REALITY IS A HARSH AND 

BITTER THING. IT BITES YOU. . . LIKE THE 

STINGING WIND.. . YOU PLOD DOWN THE HIGHWAY 
OF REALITY TO YOUR RAMSHACKLE HOUSE, AND YOU 
UNLOCK THE DOOR. . . 




YOU FINAL L Y GOT HOME? 
it's ABOUT TIME/ 




IIt* the SAME. . . ALWAYS THE SAME. .. WHER- 
EVER you've BEEN? a thousand CITIES., .a thou- 
sand STEAMING, GREASY SINKS f AND HERE. . .EVEN 

HERE, nr's the SAME.' it will ALWAYS BE the 
SAME. WHEREVER YOU GO. HENRY.' 
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C'MON T'BEO, 
HENRY? IT'S 

LATE 

7?. 



ALL RIGHT, 
ELLIE/ 
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YOU STAND IN THE DOORWAY, STARING AT ELLIE ...FAT 
SLOPPY, GREY, OLD. ..LIK E THAT FADED OLD DREAM... 

WELL, DON'T JUST STAND 
THERE t SHUT THE DOOR.' 
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You've SEEN DEI MOS mdFHOBOS so many times 
BEFORE f YOU PAY NO ATTENTION TO THE TWO 

MOONS OVERHEAD? A MAN DOESN'T ...AFTER THE FIRST 

FEW MONTHS...AFTER THE NOVEL TY OF BEING ON 
MARS HAS WORN OFF f 



